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; The as ſays * here has pop pt him, 


4X With an air then he took off his hat; 
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When the Captain ap cared in view 
My hear: beat a ftrong palpetation, 


'S bluſh d like a pink or c:rnation;,” 
h Says he, my dean, * je do? 


He _ d my hand, hau my heart 
He * . kiſo, and I granted, — 1 
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A New Song, 


\ 


— by Mrs. Mattacks, in 
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0 hear a PR eoldfinch's ſong, 
This morning I put on my bonact, 
- But ſcarce in the meadows, poiſon it, 
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I felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, — 
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I chooght to lip b;, but I opt bin. 
So my very beſt curt'ſy I dropt bim, | 


He ſeem'd with my peifon enchanted, 
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And pray what barm whs nada in that * 


* I. fic for what "A ou \ tak me 2 4 

He ſwore a fine lady he d make me. 
No, ad rat him | he'd never forſake me, 4 
Ad phen on his knees he ſtoopd down 7 
Dis handkerchief, la! ſmelt fo ſweetly, bw 
His white teeth he ſhew'd fo compleaily. 4 

He migig'd the matter ſo neatly, * : 
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